
m

riQTir,T3 I V ' A I 1 OLD DUTGii HOUSE A
It

HIDDEN
is of

DANGER

Dwelling In Staten Island Was
111 Ml ii Built About 1634.

a duty
the kidneys to rid
the blood of uric
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poison that ie con-

stantly forming in-
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of the good old times!
Holly and mistletoe and
robins, and church bells
sounding over the snow.
And hampers all packed to
be sent away, and plenty
to eat at home.

And then Columbine
steals up to the windows,
and taps them with the
rose from her hair, and
she whispers:
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than two steps from the
box where they keep the
cuckoo, there is the long
bed where roses bloom all
the year round. And they
grow like this so that
Columbine may always
bave one to stick In her
hair, and that odd, mock-

ing, soft hearted cynic Pier--

all ready to be lighted. They are so ready that
when Pantaloon looks out of his window before
making up his face for the day he sees that
the candles have burst into flame-flower- s in the
night.

Then Columbine takes out a pipe, and she' puts
some magic soap into nectar and stirs it round
with the bowl of the pipe until frothy Buds ap-

pear. And then she blows bubbles that float up
and out of the window until they reach the
Christmas tree, when they turn into great, glit-

tering glass balls, all sorts of colors, and show
pictures of the world all colored and shining.

The children in the Wtjrld look up and think
they see Harlequin and Columbine floating down
as gently as feathers, but they don't say so be-

cause their elders would only tell them it was
the clouds. But it Is Harlequin and Columbine,
and Pantaloon end Clown follow soon after,

Doan's Kidney
Pills help the kid-

neys fight off uric
acid bringing
new strength to
weak kidneys and
relief from backache and Urinary ills.

A MICHIGAN CASE.
Mrs. O. W. Burger, 408 Bhermnn A..

Corunna, Mich.. ayi: "Th pains throughthe imall of my back wer ao (ever that
omatimes I could not get out of a chair.

If I atooptd, I would nearly topple over.
I had awful dtzasr spella and my houae-wor- k

was a hurdon. Doan'a Kidney I'llli
helped me from the tint and continued
uae entirely cured me."
CUt Deao't at Any Drug Stora, 60s Boa
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DOAN'S KlfulV
FOSTER-MILBUR- N CO Buffalo, Naw York

Bought !n 1843 for $3,000 by Father of
Present Owner, Who Has Lived In

It Ever Since Never Married;
Never Loved a Woman.

New York. The oldest mansion and
colonial house on Staten Island Is at
Willow Brook, a secluded and pictur-
esque place, a mile from Port Rich-
mond. It is supposed to have been
built shortly after the arrival of the
first Dutch settlers on Staten Island
In 1634.

The old mansion has ten rooms.
The walls of field stone, gathered near-

by, are two feet thick, keeping out the
cold in winter and the heat In sum-

mer. The flooring in the bedrooms
is two feet wide and two inches thick,
and, like the rafters in the roof, were
hewn with an ax. The other parts of
the building that decayed were re-

placed with modern lumber.
An old Dutch oven, wherein a

week'B baking for the family was done
at one time, is in the same state of
neatness and order as when the good
Dutch hausfrau left It. in readiness for
ber next baking day.

There are beautiful rosewood ta-

bles, chairs and other pieces of an-

tique and colonial furniture In the
mansion that would fill the heart of
an antiquarian with Joy.

The present owner and occupant,
Samuel W. Standring, now seventy-two- ,

has lived . in it since he was
Beven years old. In 1848 the 20 acres
of land and the mansion were pur-
chased by his father, Samuel W.
Standring, for $3,000. Part of the man-
sion is rented to a 'ypung couple.

"1 was born in. Lepwlch, Yorkshire,
England, and came to Staten Inland
with my parents when seven years of
age," said Mr. Standring. "I had two
sisters. One died young, and the other
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"Open, open to me all
you who have no children Harlequin,
and no friends and no hope, and I will be the
warn, nestling thing you covet for your frozen
hearts, and you shall feel my soft cheek against
yours till the tears come and your heart takes
life again. You shall give Joy to other people's
children. And if you have no friends who have
children, are there not a thousand, thousand chil-

dren who have no,friends? Go to them, and give
them all you can, and you will be rewarded al-

most more than you can bear, for there Is a link
between those who suffer. Are there not some
you have forgotten or neglected? This lonely
man, that lonely woman whom you have left d

for, perhaps for years. Put on your hat
and your coat, and put your heart on your sleeve,
so that all may know your errand."

To see her pleading before black, sombre houses
where a thin light shines under a blind; to see
her face pressed against the window of some big
mansion where a man or a woman sits alone with
hearts like stone; to see her tears as she essays
to melt an aching heart is to see something so
touching and beautiful that one almost wonders
the doors and windows are not instantly opened
to admit the spirit of love she begs for so piti-

fully.:
;, "Look at yourselves, Messieurs et Mesdames
Importance, and remember the funny little things
you used to be when you blV at coral and bells,
and :wore bibs, and thought everybody in the
iworl4 had enough to eat; when" you hated tb go
to bed early, and crept downstairs in your night-
gowns to listen over the bannisters. to the voices
in the dining room; when no Jam for tea was a
tragedy, 'And, when your mother's knee was the

vthrone of Justice and mercy, ,for you buried your
, head there with her hand in your

Columbine, rot may .cull one now and
again to twiddle between his teeth.

If you know the way, and the Cheshire cat will
let you, you walk down the garden path, past the
butterfly lime, and arrive at the neatest little
cottage In Olympus.

Now this is the dwelling place of the Harle-

quin set Harlequin, Columbine, Clown and Pan-

taloon. It Is one cottage in a little colony on
the lower slopes of Mount Olympus (where the
high gods dwell: Jupiter and the like), and is
most important because it contains the oldest
inhabitants.

The Clerk of the Weather lives a little higher
op. The Four Queens and Kings live in a square
of pagoda-llk-e houses, and are waited upon by the
Knaves. Pierrot and Pierrette live In romantic
seclusion by a pool in a tumble-dow- n place cov-

ered with blue roses. And away behind the
fields of Btars where the flocks of clouds graze,
there is another village where the Seven Prin-
cesses live, and the Third Son and an Ogre, and
a Talking Rabbit, and all those peculiar and
beautiful people who are entangled in our minds
with the memories of night nurseries, and the
scent of our mothers who bent over us In won-

derful toilettes, and told us to go to sleep, or

they'd be late for dinner.
When it gets to be about Christmas there is

a sort of aroma of excitement on the lower slopes
of Olympus, and, especially in the house where

Harlequin lives a delicious sense of something
exciting happening.

Columbine opens the lid of the well that looks
down onto the world,' and there comes up a mur-

mur of children's voices, and you can hear the

quaintest things being said about the hanging

tip of stockings, and about Santa

Pierrette.
NOT FTT FOR I.AMIES

Pnbllo8enMmentDonld be against it, and we Do.
Here it la, there ran be no reasun why Ibdlea oteould
hare to suffer with headaches and neuralgia,

when Hunt's Lightning Oil giTes sni--

ftrunipt relief. It Is simplv aquntitlon of getting tlta
try it. All druggists sell Hunt's lightning

Oil In 26c and SOc bottles. Adr.

stirring up old memories in dull people, so that
uncles must remember all their nephews in re-

membering when they were nephews themselves,
and had a peculiar hunger at Christmas.

Columbine is awfully practical. Her sentiment
extends from the Joy of watching the making of
baby-clothe- s to the pleasure of remembering to
put nice soap in the spare rooms. . It is she who
sees that children get,; the right presents, and
when they don't it is not ber fault, but the fault
of some stupid person in jL shop.

It is she who suggests the secret., delight of
keeping presents hidden,f,af the bottom of the
wardrobe; and It is she who suggests the secret
delight of peering at children when they are
asleep. ,

Transmigrating Turkey.
"The only time I ever believed in

the transmigration of souls was one
frosty November afternoon on my
Indiana farm."

The speaker was George Ade, the
humorist.' He continued:

"It was a day or two before Thanks-givin-

. The trees were bare. The
fields were a russet brown color. To-

ward me over those russet fields
strutted a very plump, very large,
very young turkey.
. "Then It was that an ardent belief
In the doctrine of metempsychosis
seized mb.

"'You,' I said to the superb bird,
'you are now a turkey. And you will
die tomorrow. But, cheer up. Your
next transmigration will be into the
body of a humorist not unknown tc
fame."' v

is married to my neighbor, Joseph
Sykes. I am a steel comb maker by
trade, and began work when I was
twelve years old in my father's mill,
which is now run by me.

"I come from a'famlly of steel comb
makers. My father, my' grandfather
and my great-grandfath- were stoel
comb makers.

"In 1889, my father, then seventy-seve- n,

began to fail in health, and
wishing to be burled with his kin in
Lepwich churchyard, he tried to get
my mother to return to fcngland with
him. She refused and he started alone,

hair; and forgot to be afraid of the
dark."

Columbine has her own very par-
ticular work, and she calls it in
her mind Secret Delights: She calls
it that because she delights in mak-

ing up odd names" for emotions, as,
for instance, when she;. pointed out
two lovers to me one day in the
spring, 'Who were seated under a
hedge,' yellow-flushe- d with prim-
roses;, they Were holding hands and
looking at, the hills beyond just as
If somA. wonderful thing was about
to come over the hills to tell them
what their feelings meant. And the
peace was so great and the moment

that ' the World seemed to
have stopped breathing, and some-

thing 6uperhuman'Ko have poured
out , a cup of stillness. And she
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V. ' . j There Were Others.
, . ."Youi' sighed the, rejected lover,
"would find your name written 1ft lm- -

"prishabe
i characters on my heart

could' you' but look." "
.'So,"'''mnfmured the fair young

thing who was aware of the fact tha$
the swain had been, playing Romeo
at the seaside for something like 20

yearjs.' "$p?, Then you must have a
Jheailt likf a local directory by thlr
time?' Tit-Bit-

Claus and the likely width of chim-

neys, and the running power of
reindeer. And there Is a tremendous
rustle of colored paper, and a great
run on almonds and raisins, ' and

quite respectable citizens stand in
front of shop windows gazing at
dolls and dolls gaze back at them,
so that the citizens go back forty
years at a rush, and the rush is so

great sometimes that they get tears
In their eyes; for memory is quick-
er than motor cars, and the road it
travels is often dark and broken.

So Columbine leaves the top of
the well open all day and all night,
and all the people In her cottage
sjeep with their windows open, so
that the sweetly laden air comes up
and gives them wonderful dreams.
It does mora than that It waves
the branches of the Christmas tree
that grows at the bottom of the
garden, near the sausage frames,
and very soon candles begin to bud
on its branches.

Now when the candles begin to
get ripe, which happens at the same
time that geese and turkeys hang
In rows in shops and grow rosettes
all over them, Harlequin takes an
old, oaken pipe from a cupboard un-

der the stairs, and they all sit round
while he puts it to his Hps and
blows.

As he plays, dreams come to them
of their ancient days, for Harlequin
is first cousin to Mercury, and wears
a black mask to hide the light of
his face when he visits Columbine,
who is Psyche, the Soul; the Clown
Is Momus, the Spirit of Laughter;
and Pantaloon is Charon, who has
that grim work of ferrying the souls
over the Styx.

There's an odd link of memories
and of things held all through the
centuries, but the most charming is
this: Columbine is a flower-lik- e per

Father's Admiration.
Mrs. JJhortley was discussing the

latest j fashions with a young lady
caller. ': ;

"Did you say your husband waa
fond of those clinging gowns, Mae?"

"Yes, he likes one to - cling to
me for about three years." Lippln-cott'- s

Magazine. '

called. It Liquid Velvet. A Liquid
) Velvet .moment. And-- understood.

4 It is Columbine who watches that
beautiful comedy of the newly mar-

ried, who steal about their house
hand fearful of waking the
very new servants, fearful of creak-

ing the boards as they gaze enrap-
tured on the very new furniture,
looking with joy on the very new
pots and pans in the kitchen, turn-

ing the electric lights up and down
all over the place to see the effect
In their new bedroom. And he has
a dreadful brooch for her hidden
where he keeps his razors; and she
has knitted him a tie he will have
to wear. But It is all perfectly
beautiful.

Someone wrote the other day that
people who read are more Interest-

ed, nowadays, in business than in

love, and I'm so sorry for that man!

He Is more blind than I thought
anybody could be. Business may be

the means to an end, but Love is

the beginning and the end. And it

Very Much So.
"When Mrs. Jibbetts was asked why

she neglected her friends so, she gave
a bald excuse."

"What was it?"
"The baby."

'
Gloomy Outlook.

"It's going to be a hard winter."
"How can you tell?"
"By the size of the salary I'm

Oldest Home on Staten Island.

but died on shipboard in sight of land.
His body was carried ashore, however,
and burled in Lepwich churchyard.

"I have never married; I never
loved a woman. There were times
when I felt lonely, and thought I
might marry if I could meet a good,
gentle, kindly, heme-lovln- g woman. I
never met one, and it is too late now.
I have this consolation, though; I
never made the mistake of marrying a
woman without love and then break-

ing her heart because I was

NEVER TIRES
Of the Food That Restored Her t

Health.

CAVE-IN- S ADD ZEST TO GOLF

There are Pagan Saints who find Arcadia every-
where. Pan pipes as much in the crowded city
as on Mount Ida when the sun is high. And
Columbfne finds roses where 'the world sees
thorns; and Harlequin finds magic in motor
'buses; and Pantaloon digs away, for pleasant
memories In the most unlikely places, and finds
them bright and clean, and as good as new.

These half-god- s of mine (and yours) come
down at Christmas to correct the bilious attitude

is just at this season that Love

makes business: hence the shops full of gifts.

Imagine a poet writing:

"Cent, per cent, the moon is rising,
Watch the Btocks upon the bank;

Rubber shares are too surprising,
Speculators are surmising

Who the deuce they have to thank!"

No one can get a heartbeat out of that, and
whatever your business man says, he knows he

gets all the good in his life out of heartbeats.
So this Christmas Spirit creeps about the world,

mocked at, scorned, but alive yet. And you who

feel these things may one night see --this quainl
quartet at workj perhaps for a second at the con
ner of your street, perhaps Just vanishing down

the drive, or moving swiftly down a countrj
lane. And you may say wonderingly: "It is a

cobweb, a moth, and the branch of a tree, and

the starlight makes them look like like some

thing I remember."
But I tell you who they are Harleqfiin, Colum

bine, Clown and Pantaloon. And If you hear a

child's laugh ring out suddenly, and it brings s

new, quick emotion, one of them has conquered
you!

The spirit of Christmas doesn't cling to presenti
in proportion to their cost unless you are very
rich; and If you are very rich the voice of the
Jeweler and of the furrier and of the motor car
maker will seem to you as wise as the word of a

happy poor man, though he were a philosopher.
Simple and genuine and glad strike these notes

son, and there is a flower called Columbine, and
It is so called because it is like four doves with
outspread wings, and the French dove is colombe,
and the dove is the symbol of the soul. So the
world is never allowed to forget beautiful things,
even if the burden of history is borne on the
back of a flower. And the god-lik- e glow and glit-
ter of Mercury's limbs stity shows In the glisten-
ing sequins on Harlequin's clothes, parti-colore- d

as they have always been, to show how he cov-
ered his nakedness with rags.

All this, beautified by the essence of Time, like
things put away in a cedar chest, comes back
when Harlequin blows on his pipe that air the
shepherds learnt in Greece from Pan.

The next night Clown will take out another
kind of pipe, a long churchwarden of white clay,
and fill It with tobacco, and then as the fragrant
clouds roll up Into the rafters, memories come
of all the great people of the Harlequinades they

. play down in the world, all inspired by them, and
they see the figure of Tarlaton, who was the first
clown, and invented the very clothes they now
wear, hand in haDd with Qrimaldl, that great
clown. And they seem to see all the great Italian
Harlequins, and the dainty French Columbines,
and the old dandies of fifteenth-centur- y Venice
whose clothes Pantaloon wears. ,

Do you know that eMerly gentlemen In the
World, smell that magic tobacco, or something
like it, and they forget their paunches, or their
bald heads, and they sit and dream of the time
they went to their first pantomime? Was It
"Cinderella," or "Beauty and the Beast"? Or was
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Extra Hazards Break Into Games or
Unique Links at Scranton,

Pa.

Scranton, Pa. While playing golf
on the links of the Scranton Country
club Rev. J. H. Odell and Valentine
Bliss discovered that the course
passed the unique character, that in
addition to the regular hazards, new
ones are appearing daily. Doctor
Odell was preparing for a long drive
and approached his ball with a well
delivered Btroke. The ball ascended
and after a long trajectory descended
Into a mine cave thirty feet in depth.
It was a hazard that could not ba
approached and the game ended.

A bell mine cave In the Cathedral
cemetery, one hundred feet from the
Hoban Memorial chapel, wrecked five
graves. Four rough boxes were up-tilt- ed

and one casket broken in half,
exposing the corpse. The cave was
thirty-fee- t In diameter and about the
same depth.

Pierrot.

"Something was making me ill and
I didn't know the cause," writes a
Colo, young lady: "For two years I
was thin and sickly, suffering from

and inflammatory rheuma-
tism.

"I had tried different kinds of diet,,
and many of the remedies recommend-- .
ed, but got no better.

"Finally, Mother suggested that I;
try Grape-Nut- s, and I began at oncet
eating it with a little cream or milk..
A change for the better began at onoe. .

"To-da- y I am well and am gaining
weight and strength all the time. I've
gained 10 lbs. in the last five weeks,
and do not suffer any more from In-

digestion, and the rheumatism is. all:
gone.

"I know It is to Grape-Nut- alone
that I owe my restored healths. I. still
eat the food twice a day and: never-tir-

of It." Name given by Postum
Co., Battle Creek, Mich.

The flavour of Grape-Nuts.i- B peouliax
to Itself. It is neutral, not too sweet
and has an agreeable, healthful quality
that never grows tiresome,

One of the sources of, rheumatism Is
from overloading the system with
acid material, the result of impejfect
digestion and assimilation.

As Boon as Improper food, la aban-
doned and Grape-Nut- s is take regu-

larly, digestion to made strong, the
organs do theiF work of building up
good red blood cells and et carrying
away the excess of disease-makin- g

material from the system.
The result is a certain and steady

return to normal health and mental
activity. "There's a reason." Read
the little book, "The Road to Well,
ville," In pkgs.

Etm read the afcef Irttert A new
oae appears from time. Ta
are grrnntor. trae, aid foil ( fcWBUta
tatereat. Adv. 1

HEIRS SETTLE BACK TAXES

onBavarian Government Collects
Property Which Was Under-

valued by Owner.

but a hole In It In the morning.
And when it la dark these four quaint figures

flit through the country, city, town and village
like conspirators, Harlequin tapping doors and
windows with bis magic wand. "Open, open!"
he cries to the Spirit of Christmas. "Let the
rich uncle reward his needy nephew, and the
unforgiving father his repentant son. Mothers,
forget to be Jealous of your elder daughter's
growing beauty. Children, forget your spite and

naughtiness. Let's be Let's' be-

lieve in ghosts. 11 tell you ghost-storie- stories
of yourselves when you were children and played
Pirates on the stairs.

And Clown says as he taps on the doors with
his red-ho- t poker:

"Open, open, you old grousers! And let the
Spirit of Fun come into this house. Romp a bit,
and lose your twopenny dignity, for pompous
stiffness makes the gods laugh."

Pantaloon, taking his turn, taps with his walking-

-stick, and says:
"Open, open, and let la the flood of memories

3

It that splendid thing
"Mother Goose," or that en-

trancing production "The
Tellow Dwarf"?

Such things are conjured
up by just that one pipe of
tobacco smoked in the cot-

tage on Olympus, and on
that night a gentle breeze
blows up through the well,
laden with the poignant,
eternal memories of child-

hood, and the candles on

and the chimes will be
very melodiously for you
and for those whom you try
to make happyT" And re-

member, you can't feign
Christmas without being
caught as an impostor,
both by your own con-

science and by the feel-

ings of those about you.
The very value of Christ-
mas is that It puts the gen-
uineness of everybody to an

Munich. The Bavarian government
has discovered one way of recovering
taxes where a man has under ap- -'

praised his property and income, and
that is, after his death, to. collect from
the heirs. The heirs of the late Herr
von Clomm, formerly president of the
dlt, or parliament, have had to pay
over $115,000 back terxea upon th
estate.

M
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unerring test Clown, 'Pantaloon. the Christmas tree are


